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THE HUBBITE AND HIS SON.
"How blir, papa. Is Sullivan.

Tbnt people cnll him great?
1 he as big as ma's mamma-A- nil

canho shy a plate?"
"O, no, my son, about as bit ,

rcrhaps, as l'addy Rram
til skill it is that makes him Brest

When with him gloves you try on."

ills skill so (front? I know his nam
Is famed In lloston circles,

And that his dukes when rlad with mlttl
Resemble shells of turkles.

lint can ho knock ono silly, pa.
This hero of our Hub,

Or nro the stories that I read
Sensational flubdub?"

'Thov'ro truo, my son: he's noston's pride,
Fame cluster round his name;

A glory almost deified
llecause, you know, he's game.

We can not all bo Sulllrans,
Nor with him over cope.

Uor pose as AJax in the show,
Ilut whero there's 'sand' there s 'soap.' "

"nut, pa. If I to Harvard went,
Or even unto Yale.

Could I not hopo to learn to spar
And make the people quail?

U. jes, my son. peraaps you
Hut better learn to pitc- h-

Good pitchers snatch the Whyneas
From the buldest-bcaile- d Which."

Merchant Traveler.

WINONA'S FATE.

Little Goon, Her Acred Lover, Ex-

plodes a Fiction.

If you have ever spent a winter's
night lost and alone in the forest wilds
you can appreciate my feeling of de-

spair when I found myself weary,
and storm-boun- d in tho great

woods of Canada. It was twenty years
ago, to bo sure, but the recollection of
that night is as vivid in my memory as
any event of yesterday.

I had spent the day in the pursuit of
game, and when night began to fall
gave up tho chase with tho purpose of
going.to tho settlement. An hour of
hard trudging through tho snow still
found mr among the whitened trees,
confused, lost. After fully awakening
to a realization of tho situation, thcro
seemed to come a cold wavo sweeping
through the great dUmal forest, and
with tho shudder of apprehension came
a chill that seemed to stiffen my limbs
and frost my faee. The paroxysm of
tear lasted but a brief period, b"ut tho
intenso cold could not be ovcrcomo by
mental action and tho fact became for-
cibly impressed that I must keep mov-
ing or perish.

"If I only know which way to go," I
muttered to mjsclf.

I gazed up through tho leafless,
creaking branches of tho tall trees to
sec if tho stars had appeared, but the
sky was overcast and not a twinkling
object met tlio anxious gaze. iNlgnt
had fully come; there was no moon,
but the darkness was not intense. Tho
earth being mantled with fleecy white
and the trees fringed with tho same,
dark objects were visible for several
yards around. The tramp was re-

sumed with no idea as to direction or
what adventures lay in my path, Per-
haps I was going deeper and deeper
into tho creat woods and if not there
was but little hope of getting out that
night. Even "the nearest point of
egress in all probability was miles
away, and thus one wandering in tho
night in a forest is liable to run a circle
instead of keeping to ono point of the
compass. I have noticed that right-hande- d

people usually circle to the left
and vice versa, probably from tho
greater muscular force of ono side
rcachinr a little ahead of the inferior.
when not kept straight by sonic object-
ive point ahead.

Hunters usually carry tho rifio at the
right side wuen in Hand, on account ot
its better position for quick use and
this also influences tho physical force
of that side and inclines one to circle
to tho left. l;or rest tho rifle is carried
upon the left shoulder, but this does
not increaso tho muscular action of
that side, but diminishes it as the left
hand is at rest upon tho butt of tho gun
and the pendulum motion of tho right
carries one around to the left. Having
this theory, I exercised my best judg-
ment and by keeping objective points
ahead and bearing a trifle to tho left,
in imagination at least, believe I kept
verv nearly a straight course.

What a night! Tho wind cut as if
filled with millions of fine needles, fly-

ing points foremost, and now began
crusting so as to make walking moro
laborious. 1 cast about mo for some
snot which would afford shelter from
tho howling tempest, but only the
sturdy trees, studded in the great white
blanket, could be seen. I was weary
and chilled to the bone, but dared not
stop. Hour after hour slowly passed
and no halt had been made. My watch
told me that half of the night had
passed, but could I survivo the other
half? That was the question. I did,
of course, but it seems to me now, as it
did then, that Providence guided my
weary steps to a safe rescue.

At the very moment when I wag dis-

cussing the possibility of enduring tho
cold until dawn a strango object loomed
up before me. It was a wigwam made
of poles and closely covered with bark.
A single wigwam buried, it proved, in
the heart oftho great Canada woods.
A cloud of smoke almost as .white as
the snow issued from the top. Never
was mortal more gratified. Going close
to tho fur-clos- doorway I cried out:

Hello, there!"
There was no response and I cried

out again. The skin moved and the
muzzle of a rifle appeared.

"A white hunter lost in the woods,"
I said, getting out of the range of the
gun.

'White hunter," was repeated and a
face appeared.

"White hunter, come in."
A moment later I was out of tho bit-

ing frost and out of danger. I found
the only occupant of the forest lodge'to be a very aged Indian. His face
was wrinkled, his form bent and the
light covering of hair upon his head as
white ai the crystals that danced in the
winter wind outside. Tho old man
poke English Tory clearly and seemed

glad I had come,
He revived the fire, wrapped a

blanket of wolf skins about my shoul-
ders and at once set about preparing

ome watm arm: ana 100a. Alter
thawing out and partaking of the red
hermivs food, we sat cross-legge- d like
Turks and smoked our pipes. The In
dian was inclined to be reticent at first
tat when he learned that I was from
the Upper Mississippi he became later-tor- i.

"Yob have been up and dowa the
great river?" he interrogated.

"Many times," I returned.
' "Yea tare mi the great bluff on
lb Maris aid of LakeTepia

"Matdon Rock?"
"Yes."
"Tlmo and again. It l a famous

rock. Every boat that passes up or
down thn rlvor contains neonlo who
gaze upon tho great bluff and think of
Winona, who killed herself for love by
leaping from its crest to tho stony baso
below All tho pilots toll tho story
over and over again of the tragic end
of tho pretty Indian girl."

Tho old man shook his head slowly.
"I havo heard tho story," ho said

thoughtfully, "but nono of tho palo
faces havo it right."

"How do you know?"
"1 was there at tho tiino and do

know."
"Then is tho tradition not truo?"
"Tho bravo girl did leap from the

high rock."
"You must be very old."
"Better than ono hundred summers,"

ho answered, rubbing his thin hand
across his deeply furrowed brow. "I
was a vounff bravo then, only a boy,
but I havo forgotten nothing."

"lott sav tne whites no not navo ino
story of the girl correctly preserved, so
will you tell it to me, that l may Know
tho truth of tho hover's kcapr

"Yes," tho old Indian said and laid
aside his pipe.

"Winona was tho aaugnter oi a ia-kot- a

chief and as bright and lovely as
tho fairest flower of the prairie. Many
of tho Dakota braves lovca the pretty
little squaw and so did one palo faco
trader called Scco, who had a trading
post two riflo shots below tho bluff.
Tho trader offered tho chief much
money and beads for Winona, and the
chief said tho squaw should go to tho
tepee of Seco and bo his. Winona hated
tho trader and loved n young Chippewa
bravo named Little Coon, and she said
in her heart if slio could not go in peace
with tho Chippewa she would go to her
death.

"Just at that timo tho Dakotas and
Chippowas went to war and it was no
longer safo for Littlo Coon to visit the
homo of Winona. Ho could not stay
away from the pretty squaw, so ho
went down to Pepin lake in a canoe
covered with a tree top and by tho
shadows of the night.

"Winona answered Littlo Coon's call
when ho cried out liko a littlo duck,
Ono night she told her lover that tho
chief had sold her to tho 'Prairio
Chicken,' or Seco, the trader, and that
her father had said on the next night
slio must go to tho tepco of the palo
face to bo his snuaw. Sho moaned
pitifully and said she would throw her-
self to death from the high bluff before
sho would go to tho trader. Little
Coon asked Tier to floe with him, but
sho said no, for then both herself and
lover would bo trailed to certain death
for tho Dakota warriors hated the
Chippewa braves. They talked Ions
and laid a plan to deceive the chief and
her people.

"Little Coon hid himself near the
bluff all tho next daw When night
came tho chief took Winona to tho
trader's post and loft her there. Tho
squaw was sad, but said not a word to
Seco. Sho sat and gazed at the stars
for a long time. Scco talked to her
liko tho cooing of a dove, but his words
touched not her heart. Then she arose
and ran towards the high hill. Tho
trader was afraid ho would loso her,
for she had told that sho would rather
die than be his squaw and lie r.in after
her, but it was like the turtle after the
gazello.

"Winona went with quictc leet to the
top of the bluff and Seco cried out liko
the wild cat and the Dakota chief and
braves, wild were camped up there,
heard him. They ran quick. Winona
saw them and went to tho very brink
chanting the death song. Sho bowed
herself to the earth, wrapped her
blanket about her breast and with a
wild cry sprang out into tlio dark air of
tho night.

"Tho braves drew near tho place
where tho young squaw had stood and
they heard the sound of a heavy fall.
They looked down into the blackness,
but could see nothing four trees deep,
but a splash of water was heard and
they know Winona was no more. They
went with quick feet to the Pepin lake,
but the moving water had carried tlio
dead squaw away forever, they said,
and they turned sadly back to their

"And they novcr found tho body of
tho girl?" I askod.

The white-haire- d old warrior shook
his head.

"They did not find tho body because
it was not left beneath the high hill and
it nover went down into the lake."

"Tho lover carried it away," I sug-
gested, a new thought entering my head
suddenly.

"It went away with Littlo Coon, but
ho did not carry it. Winona was not
killed."

The idea was absurd. A human
being could not descend, under full
power of gravitation, hundreds of feot,
and amid broken rocks, without caus-
ing instant death. The red hermit di-

vined my thoughts and he said:
"I have told you that tho lovers

planned to deeefvo tho Dakotas, and
they did. Winona secreted a long,
rawhide rope under her shawl and
dropped it whero her lover was secreted
without stopping to speak, as had been
planned. When darkness came Little
Coon went to the top of the bluff and
making a noose on ono end of the long
rope, ho laid the circle at the edge of
tho rock, put the thong around a pro-
jecting point of stone, and lowered tho
end to the earth below, and then went
down to await the coming of Winona.

"When ho heard the death song from
tho voune squaw's lips, ho errasped tho
rope firmly. Winona wound her shawl
around her breast and then put the noose
around her body under her arms, and
was ready for tho leap. A wild ery
rang out and Littlo Coon, who was a
very stout young brave, held tightly
and let the little squaw down.

"At the same time be pusucu witn
his foot a large, round stone from its
resting place, and it went splashing in
to the waters oi i.ane repin. as soon
as Winona touched the earth she and
her Chippewa lover ran to the water
whero the canoe of Little Coon was
lying, and they paddled away. The
long rope wa taken witn tnem. xney
sweyt quickly up the smooth surface
of the pretty Popin, and when the light
came they were hidden, in a thicket
where Little Coon had left some food.

"When the sun went down again
they hurried away from tho big river
to the east and when light came tbey
hid again. After a long journey they
came to another river and when this
was crossed tbey were in Canada.
Here they lived with new names and
became friends of the whites and no
one know tho troth. The Dakotas
knew Winona was dead and the Chip-pew- as

thought Little Coon killed at the
hands of the enemies. I have heard
the story many times."

"And did they never return to the
Mississippi?" I asked.

"No, they never went back to their
people and their people never knew

"Whero did Winona dwell?"
'Tho pretty squaw and Littlo Coon

llvod eighty years togothor In this grand
forest. Thoy led tho frco life of the
red man, and but a littlo time ago Wi-

nona
O,

died, leaving her old and fooblo
companion alono. Sho dlod in this very
lodge, and Is burled beneath thopines."

"Then you aro tho companions'
"Yes, I am Littlo Coon, tho Chlppo- - A

wa." C. Leon Meredith, in Detroit I ret
Press.

m m

IN COUNTY CORK.

TheTme Irishman the Moit Anproachablt
of Human Beings.

The diet of the Irishman in this part
of tho country Is. of course, potatoos
and milk. As ho himself puts It, ho
has potatoes twenty-on- e times a weok.
In tho ovent of a blight, such as the
historic ono, the rosult In certain parts
of Ireland could scarcely bo less disas-

trous than at any former period. II
ono may judge by the physique of Its
consumers, the diet requires no recom-
mendation of tho medical faculty, for
a moro stalwart raco it wouiu uo uim-cu- lt

to find. In this corner of the
country so long "proserved," wc
should expect to find the natural Irish-
man, and wo certainly found him. The
nativo Irish Is almost universally
spoken, but at tho samo timo tho ma-
jority of tho younger generation speak
English with a brogue of tho most

flavor. Hero, also, wo havo tho
Irishman in tho typical attiro to which
caricaturists havo accustomed us. To
tho visitor from tho other island, It is a
ludicrous picture to sco him in tall hat,
blue-taile- d coat and knee-breech- at
work in his wretched plot, like a phi-
losopher out for a littlo reoreation. It
is not so much tho stylo of his gar-
ments, however, that makes his plctur-esqucnes- s;

it Is their positively miracu-
lous raggedness. Wo feel that
this raggedness has quite passod
tho stage of dlsroputability, and has
actually become ornamentation. But
it is, above all, tho hat that fixes tho at-

tention. We have often closely in-

spected it and our wonder nover
ceased how, In tho course of a singlo
life, any hat, however weather-beate- n

and however brutally used, could at-

tain that to look. It Is tho
great charm of travel In Ireland that
one can becomo acquainted with its
peoplo In so short a time and on such
easy terms. The Irishman is tho most
approachablo of human beings, and as
tlio very Irishman tho stranger wishos
to know is in most cases his own loru
and master, intercourse is thus made
doubly easy. If in tho course of n
solitary walk you should desire tho
solace of a littlo conversation, you havo
but to take your scat on ono of tho
turf walls that form tho fences In these
parts of the country. If you are a
smoker and produce your pipe, you
will present an additional inducement.
Before you aro well seated you will be
salutod with: "A fine day, sir, God be
praised!" and a careless llguro will bo
seen approaching with spado or piek-ax- o

over his shoulder. Sharing your
tobacco with him, it will remain with
yourself to concludo tho interviow.
Before ten minutes havo passed you
will havo had tho outlines of his family
history and his views on things In

fencral, not even excepting his priest,
of as many hours' conver-

sation as you please ho will speed you
on your way with a fervent "God pro-ser-

you long!" and part with you as
if you had been his lifo-lon- g frlond.
Chambers' Journal.

A MONSTER VESSEL.

Design of a Steamship Which Is to Cross
the Atlantic In Eighty Hours.

And now comes Prof. B. H. Thurston
with a paper suggesting that a ship
can bo built that will cross the Atlantic
Ocean in a littlo less than threo and a
half days, the avorago speed of tho new
ship being forty-seve-n miles per hour.

The leviathan suggested by Prof.
Thurston as the ship to cross in eighty
hours, ho makes 800 feet long, 80 feet
beam, of 25 feet draught and 38,000
tons burden. To make the speed of
tho Oregon, such a vessel, under a rulo
of naval architecture, would require
35,000 horse power, as against 12,000
in the smaller steamer. J. no taw is
that to double that speed, or raise It to
40 knots, eight times the power needed
lor M Knots wouiu do required: nut in-

asmuch as the law of resistance becomes
much more favor.iblo at those higher
rates of speed, Prof. Thurston fixes the
limit of the probable power required at
250,000 horse power.

Tho weight of the steam machinery
for tho new ship he estimates at 7,500
tons, or tho total tonnage of tho Oregon,
and the consumption of coal at 176 tons
an hour, 3,200 tons a day, or 10,500
for tho voyage. The weight of fuel
and machinery would therefore be
18,000 tons. Allow 12,000 tons, or,
according to tho present construction,
about one-thir- d of tho total displace-
ment, for the weight of tho hull, and
8,000 tons would bo left for passengers,
crew and cargo. Ooodall's Sun.

ENTIRELY TOO LATE.

A Detroit Hlcaifber Who Waited Too
Long Before Turning Up Something.
There was an exultant smite on his

faco as he walked into tho office of a
well-know- n capitalist, and there was a
proud ring in his voice as he said:

"For twenty years I havo lived from
hand to mouth, waiting for something
to turn up. It has finally came. I have
made a discovery which, if you will
back it with a few hundred dollars, will
give us both fortunes."

"State j'our case."
"Well, sir, I have discovered that

banana peelings can bo utilized for all
kinds of tble jellies. A peek of old
peelings can be made to bring forth
twelve tumblers of tho finest currant
jell, and the profit is "

"Hold on right there," interrupted
the capitalist; "you are just two years
too late. A chap in Chicago not only
discovered that, but ho found a way to
work in apple rinds and core and or-

ange peel, and we can't infringe on his
patent."

"But "
"It's no use. I'd like to see you get

aloncr. but vou must drop that. Don't
be discouraged, however. Perhaps you
can discover a way to make pressed
corn beef out of old boot legs. All you
want is a machine to run in the streaks
of f Ht." Detroit Free Press.

m '

This is the style in which the Deni- -
son (Tex.) News described two of the
young Diooas oi uh town at a out;
"Walter Nevlni wore a rjolkadot tie,
and Jim Slrapsoa was just

for anything."

Experiments are being nude in
Philadelphia la the breeding of silk
worms frotm eggs of wonwtwed ia thif
oooitrT.

FOR SUNDAY BEADING.

GOD'S MESSENGER.
Death, thou art a tyrant, bold,

lt'imorsclcas, reckless, cruel, cold)
For (triers unnumbered, tears untold,

Tby deeds havo set
do sponk ourfoarsi our hopes not sol

hotter world than this bolow
Gives them more light, moro truth to know

Sweet truth with promlso glowing.

Tho forms of loved onos In the dust
Wo lay, not merely that wo must,
But with a sense of perfect trust

That this is not life's ending--.

Within tho tomb the Saviour lay
Till dawned theblossed Enstor day,
When forth He rose to live for aye,

The bonds sepulchral rondlng.

Po, too, we die, tbnt we may rise:
Each day, each moment as It files
Hut Drlnirs us nearer to the skies, J

Unto the life Immortal'
Bweet In God's sIr&v, the death of saints, .
And those for whom our spirit faints.
Whose loss wo mourn with sad complaints,

Hato entored Hume's bright portal.

And In that Home, surpassing bright,
Their souls, with God, in rich delight.
llojoice. In day that knows no night,

And nover-fadin- g pleasure
The vety dust thoy left behind,
Tho dust wbloh wc to dust resigned,
Shall God's dear angels bear In mini,

A precious, sacred treasure,

Until tho trump, tho clouds shall rend,
Till Christ shall) n His might descend,
Till faith In full fruition and.

And doath In resurrection.
Then, fairer far than o'er before.
Their forms shall rlso to dlo no mora,
And to our hearts the grave restore

These objects of affection.

Bo speak our hopes, and 'mid our tears,
Athwart the cloud the bow appears,
And we dispel our foolish fears,

Our faith our Bongs Inspiring. J,

So, Death, tbou art no monster cold,
No tyrant stern, remorseless, bold;
God's messenger, thou dost Infold

Ourlovod In Heaven's attiring,- Hubert M. Oford, n A". l.Obterver.

International Sunday-Scho- ol Lessons.
SECOND QUAnTER.

Juno 27 Hcvlow. Service ot Song; Mission-
ary, Tcmporanco or other Lesson seloctod
by the school.

THIRD QVAnTED,
jury Jesus ana tno uuna

Man .John 9:1-1- 7

Julv HfeaiiR thn Good
Shepherd .....John 10:1-1- 8

July 18 The death of Lazarus. ..John 11:1-1- 8

juiy so mho uesurrccuon
of Lazarus..,..., John 11:17-4-4

Aug. 1 Jesus Honored John 13:1-1- 6

Aug. 8 Gentiles Seeking Jesus. John 12:20-3-

Aug. is jesus xcacmng Hu-
mility John 13:1-1- 7

Aug. 22 Warning to Judas and
Peter John 13:21-3-3

Aug. sus Comforting His
Disciples John 14:1-1- 4

Sept. 5 Jesus the True Vino.. ..John 15:1-1- 6

Sept. 13 The Mission of the
opine...... jona iu:--

Sept. 19 Jesus Interceding Jobn 17:1-2- 6

Sept. 26 Hcvlow. Servlco of Song; Mission-
ary, Temperance or other Lesson solccted by
tho school.

THE VOICE WITHIN.

The Spiritual Senses Should He Kept Free
from Evil Acts and Influences.

"He is governed by his conscience,
and bis conscience by thoDivino Spirit,
and so ho walks with God," was tho
picture that ono gavo of n lifo that was
fruitful in good. "He hath life that wo
do not sec. and hears a voice that we
do not hear. Tho influences that mako
him what ho is are from within and
from above."

John Woolman waited for this Hoav-onl- y

voico to guido him in every act
of his life, even in tho choico of his
clothes and his food and In his daily
work.

We aro apt to smllo at this trusting
faith as childlike. But was it less wise
than tho modern habit of thought
which makes of the world only a placo
for food, clothes and w ork, and nover
hears, beyond and abovo all, the
Heavenly Call. .

In tho unpublished annals of a
"Friends' meeting," held near tho
village of Philadelphia a century and
a half ago, we find the remarkablo
story of Jane , the daughter of a
farmer in Kent, who emigrated to this
country with some of her Kinsfolk, and
remained with them for a year as dairy-
maid. Sho "was of a cloomv and
thoughtful spirit," and was dissatisfied
with her place in life. Ono day, with
somo other young people, sho wont to
tho littlo country mccting-hous-o whero
the Quakers assembled, chiefly from
curiosity and a wish for nmusoment It
was a quiet morning in June. No ono
was moved to speak, and after two hours'
silent session the Friends dispersed.
Among them was an old Quaker and
his wife, who were eminent for their
zeal and godly spirit. The English
girl, we aro told, looked at them
steadfastly, and was moved of tho
Spirit to join herself to them. They
also wero drawn to observe her, and
"wero strangely tendered towards
her." Outside of tho house she went
to them, and thoy, foelinc that they
were moved by God, bade "Her come to
their house. She remained with them
for four months, and after that, being
moved to go out to carry the Gospel
to the Indians, "journeyed up and
down the coast as far as, Florida amou
tne wild tnoes lor forty .years, onng- -
inc many souls to God.'

Robert Barrow, another Quaker
teacher of the Indians, while in
Jamaica heard one day in his soul
a silent voice bidding him take up this
work, and "though an aged man and
feeble, was not disobedient to the
Heavenly Call," but gave his life to the
work.

There is spiritual hearing as well as
spiritual seeing, and both may be lost
by evil acts and influences. The moth-
er of John s Wesley under-
stood this principle clearly. "Would
you judgo of the lawfulness or unlaw-
fulness of pleasure," she wrote to John
Wesley while he was a student, "take
this for your rule; Whatever impairs
the tenderness of your conscience and
takes away your relish of spiritual
things, that to you Is wrong, however
innocent il may be In itself.

"Keep your spiritual seuses clear,"
said a noble artist to a pupil, "for
nature does not reveal her beautios to
a mind clouded by any darkness of
character." So also keep your spiritual
hearing clear, and amid all the voices
that call, fall not to have an open ear
to the Voice that is Divine YouWs
Companion. n

NOT A SELFISH FAITH.

The Absurd Claim ot lafldal Critics
ChrWtUa KxeellMe Astalaabla Oaly y
Devotion t tha Waltsr ot others.'
Infidel critics have discovered that

the Christian faith is essentially selfish.
"It wraps men up in their individual
desires and hopes, and makes personal
future felicity tho sole aimof life." The
ground for this, statement is the admit-
ted fact that Christianity requires men
to seek their own salvation, to look
first and well to their own character
and lives, and promises them reward
here and hereafter for so doing. Seek-
ing one' own spiritual safety can sot
be selfish, since the element it injury
to others m always not involved.- It m
barely possible that tome nay aetk

their own salvation In ways that Injun
othtrs, bnt their obvious antagonism to
tho whole tenor oi unnstian teaening
shoald certainly exempt it from blame
for their course. It commands us to
labor for, help, love sympathize with,
suffer for and save each othor. No
other book teaches for
others so abundantly and impressively
as the Blblo docs.

If any thing moro wore needed to
show tho supremo absurdity of tho ac-

cusation that the Christian religion is
selfish, it Is that wo aro taught that wo
can only bo saved ourselves by labor-
ing to save others, and that we aro
saved from sin only in proportion as
wo are saved from solfishness. One ob-

ject of our salvation is that we may bo
fitted to win men to Christ. We are
blessed that wo may bo a blessing to
othors. "Frcoly yo have received,
freely give." Tho saved' soul becomes
a blessing by tho power of his example.
Ho Is a living witness of the power of
Christ. Happy In tho lovo of God and
in assurance of pardon, tho Christian's
strongest impulse is to lead others to
tho samo experience. Ho can retain
the experience of salvation that

liU llfii nnlv hvmnklnc It a bless
ing to others. The law of his spiritual
life is that ho shall receive grace to use
for God's glory, and shall be ministered
unto by tne Divine spirit only as he
ministers to others. "He that water-ct- h

shall bo watered himself." Spiritual
leanness and apostasy aro suro to result
from disobedience to this law. In other
words, ho that endeavors to be a selfish
Christian ceases to bo a Christian.

Thus all tho manifold ministrations
of tho Spirit to believers are intended
to be a blessing to others. Not ono Is
to bo selfishly appropriated by or lim-
ited to the individual recipient. Paul
teaches that Divine comfort in sorrow
is given that we may comfort othors:
"lilcssed bo the God of all comfort,
who comfortcth us In all our tribula-
tions, that we may bo able to comfort
them which arc in any troublo by the
comfort wherowith wo ourselves nro
comforted of God." No man can con-
sciously receive comfort from God
without perceiving that it is meant for,
others as well as himself. If he is not
stro that any mercy comes to him from
God, if tho recovery of his health, or
the saving of his fortuno seems to him
to be merely a piece of good luck, then
ho may be meanly and miserably selfish
about it. If he recognizes God as the
giver of his blessings, ho will sco that
they are too great tor him to keep to
himself, and that they must be meant
for a clrclo wider than his little life.
Tho joy of his Divine comfort will
overflow him and bless others.

There Is no Christian oxcellcnco at-

tainable except by devotion to the wel-
fare of men. Christian perfection is
not a negative grace. It is not merely
freedom from low temptations. It is
positive, nggrcssive,

devotion to the welfaro of
our fellow-mo-n; a constant, joyful ef-

fort, inspired and sustained by the in-

dwelling, constraining love of Christ
to make our lives a blessing to human-
ity. Phillips Brooks says: "No man has
come to truo creatness who has not felt
in somo degree that his life belongs to
nis race, ana mat wnat lioa gives mm
He elves him for mankind. The truth
is, we aro at our best when wo try to
be it not for ourselves alone, but for
our brethren; and that wo tako God's
gifts most completely for ourselves
whon we realize that Ho sends them to
us for tho benoflt of other men." 2T.

If. Christian Advocate.

PRAYER.

It Benders Affliction Less Grievous and
Makes Joy Hor Pare.

When you havo prayed, does not
your heart feci lighter, your soul more
content? Prayer renders affliction less
grievous, makes joy moro pure. It
gives to tho ono fortitude; to tho other
a celestial perfume. What aro you
doing in tho worldP And havo you
nothing to ask of Him who has placed
you hero? You are a traveler who
seeks His country. Do not walk with
head bowed down. Baiso your eyes
Heavenward that you may see tho way.
Heaven is your homo; and when you
look above, do you return no thanks?
Havo you no petition to make, or ao
you ever remain mute? It has been
said: "Of what good is prayer? God
is too high above us to listen to such
worthless creatures!" And who, then,
hos.mado theso worthless creatures?
Who has given them feeling thought
and speech, if not God? And if Ho
has been so good toward them, wa? i
to forcako tbcm afterward, and repulse
them far from Him? Truly,-h- who
says this in his heart, that God despises
His works, ho blasphemes God.

Others have said: "Of what good is
prayer? Does not God know better
than we of what things wo have need?"
Yes! God knows better than we of
necessities, for God is Himself our own
first need, and prayer to God is the be
ginning of love in our heart. The
fathor knows the needs of his child.
For that reason should the son never
return, by word or action, gratitude
to his kind parent? When animals suf-
fer, are in fear, or hunger, they utter
pitiful cries. Theso are the prayers
which they address to God, and Ho
bows down a listening ear. Should
man, then, alone of all creation, be
the only being whose voico reaches the
car of his Creator? Over the plains
sometimes passes a violent hot wind,
and the withered branohes of tho
shrubs and flowers bend to the earth;
but moistened by the dew they regain
their freshness and raise their drooping
heads. So' there are burning .winds,
wntcn pass over tne soui to wuncr iw
Prayer is tho dew which refresnes the
sad and weary spirit. Intelligencer.
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WISE SAYINGS.

Humility in furs is better than
in a cowl St Bernard of Clairvaux.

A new life is the best, and the most
sublime, penitence. Martin Luther.

It is the struggle and not the at-

tainment that measures character.1
Exchange.

Wounds are,not healed by the un-
bending of the bow that made them.

Lonqfcllow.
Knowledge is that which, next to

yirtve, truly and essentially raises one
mm nuuvu jmumer, jiuuuuh.

When we know God we bare aot
to travel far to find Him. He is
found even as the light is found when
tne eye u openea 10 us Deams.
Macledd.

However brilliant the sky above
oar heads, we mast have something to

to-- oesiaes tne aance oi tne
Pleiades; 'or we shall grow head-sic- k

and heart-wick- . Men do not gather
the fig and grapes of peace and
righteousness from the thorns of donbt
or the thistle of denial. There J bo
saint oa the calendar yes, and' no
angel in Heaven to be compared with
what Dr. Baker calls "Bless Saint
Certaluty." Criw InMUgtnm.

FOB OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

MY BABY.

Our baby gone? It's very queer, a
A moment slnoo t saw her beret ho
Can sbo havo gone to rldo
over tho hills with Dapplo Greyr
With never a belt on her dimpled toeit
Oh, tell mo whoro tny baby goes I

Though dearly baby loves to ride,
0 better far she loves to hldel
Sho may have crept behind the chair
Ilut not no Alloc is lurking there:
Can sho be cuddled down to sleep.
Under the hay with "Little Do Feepr'
I'd like to soo one little curl.
From the blossed head of my baby girl;
1 miss the sound of pattonng foot,
TIs tlmo she was home again, my sweet)
Think you sho can be In that corner,
EaUng plums like little Jack Horner!

I think I hoar behind tho door,
A laugh liko one I've hoard before;
Ah I here's a baby cuddled down.
With many a curl on hor head of brow...
Can you, Miss Daby, tell to me ,
wnere niaes tne gin i long to seer

Hor eyes nro black and full of fun,
Sho laugbl and plays till day Is donq
Her hair Is tied with ribbon blue,
I think she looks a bit liko you t
Just lift your head and let me see 'i
How much you lock liko Alloe Loot

I really think aht yes. I'm sure '
Our baby's hero behind tbo door:
Her dimpled chin, her laughing eyes.
Her Joy at mother's great surprise;
Her curly head, her loving kiss.
All say i "My little girl Is this.7' i

Now come to my lap: away wo'll go
Oil to a land I'm suro you know :
0 or tho bills, now up, now down,
Welcome at last to Dreamland Town.
That huppy place where children grow
Large, strong and tall, and good, you know.

Our babies, somotlmos cross and sad,
Como back from Dreamland, gay and glad.
And oldor folks will often find
Thoy'vo lelt tholr worries all behind;
So roek-a-by- till I lay you down
For a pleasant trip to Dreamland Town.

Liute M. Dowlu, In OoUen Bui.

WANTED TO ACT.

A Little Doy'a Stage Experience and How
It Ended.

Georgle Howard was a little boy
seven years old, who lived in tho great
city of Chicago.

Ono afternoon Mr. Howard pur-
chased a ticket of admission so that
Gcorglo might go to the pantomime;
but ha told tho littlo boy to como homo
immediately after the performance,
and not want to talk to any one.
Georgio proml&ed to do as he was told,
and away ho went to tho thoatcr with
his father, who left him at the door, re-

minding him to come directly homo
afterward.

Tho theater was crowded with peo-
ple, and although It was tho afternoon
performance tho entire building was
lighted by gas. When the grand trans-
formation took placo Georgio was per-
fectly delighted, and thought ho had
never seen any thing so pretty. Ho
wondered who tho littlo boys and girls
wore who took tho part of fairies and
cupids, and thought what a nico time
they must have, all drosscd in bright
ribbons and gatizo dresses, smiling and
dancing on tho stage, while tho crowds
in the theater laughed with delight and
clapped their hands.

Little Georgio Howard suddenly
wondered why he could not act on that
verv stairo. and wear brlerht ribbons.
and laugh while the people applauded
him, besides making money all tho
timo. During tho rest of tho perform-
ance ho made up his mind that ho
would try it, anyway. So, after the
curtain rolled down for tho last timo,
and tho people were going out of the
theater,, Gcorglo made his way down to
tho front of tho houso near the stage,
where tho men sit who Dlav violins
and cornets and other musical instru-
ments. Ono of theso mon sat on a
chair raised higher than tlio rest, and
waved a baton to keep tho other musi
cians in tlmo when they played. This
man was tho only ono rcmainingin tho
place, so ueorgo walked up to blm,
ana saiu:

"Please, sir, I want to act."
"Want to act, do yon?'' answered

the man in a great bass voice, and
then ho sat down on his chair and
laughed very hard. Then he contin-
ued: "What on onrth put it into your
head that you wanted to act? My ad-
vice is for you to go home and stay
there."

"But I don't want to I want to
act," replied Georgle.

"Do you really moan It," asked the
man. Georgle nodded his hoad In re-
ply, nnd tho orchestra leader leaned
forward in his chair and lifted a littlo
rubber tube, on the end of which was
a bright, shining mouth-piec- e. Ho
whistled through this, ana was an-

swered by somebody. Then ho spoke
through the tube, saying:

"Has the stage manager gone homo
yet?"

Somebody evidently said that he bad
not, for the man spoke again:

"Tell him there's a well-dress- kid
down here who wants to tread tho
histrionic boards and gain tho world's
applause."

Then ho put down tho tube, and,
turning to Georgie, said:

"The stage-manag- er will be here
soon."

Georgle did not know who the stage-manag- er

was, but ho waited for a mo-
ment, and a sharp-lookin- g littlo man
stepped through a dbor and appeared
from beneath the stage. The small
man was full of business, and after ono
rapid glance at Georgle Howard,
turned to the orchestra leader and
said: i

"Where'd you pick him up?"
"Nowhere; camo himself," ,replled

tho musician.
Then tho stage manager spoko to

Georgio:
"Ever been in front of the' lights?

No, you never acted." he continued,
seeing that the little boy did not under-
stand! "Well, wo need one more
cupId, and you can come with me."

Then he took Georgie through the'
little door underneath tne stage, where
there were so many ropes, and pullies.
and benches, chains, and other things
ot that kind that the little boy would
have bocome lost, but, following the
stago-manage- r, he suddenly walked up,
half a' dozen'steps and was behind the
scenes of the rreat theater. Meat and
women were hurrying to and fro', or
standing talking one with another.
Some of the men 'were In 'their shirt-
sleeve poshing about great boxes and
piece of scenery, or sweeping the
stage and turning down the lights.

Georgie looked around him to see
where the tree were, and the houses
and fence he saw daring th perform-
ances. Ho had wondered how the
great tree grew in the theater, and
was considerably surprised and disap-
pointed to find that the trees were
merely painted on canvas which ira
fastened to a wooden frame that wa
mounted on wheels, which ran in little
groove, so that mon could easily push
It across the stage.

"Now we'll proceed to busiaeawU
said the stage manager, and he ' mad
Georgie take of hi nice leather sho.
ana pat on a pair ot very son, aexicto
Upper thatwere quite aaiWd, although

ono would not Botlee the dirt should
hebeaaofif theaudieae. Taa th

showed tho littlo boy how to take a few
simplo dancing steps, to bow here,
whore this chalk ring M drawn on' the
stage, and to turn on his toes .at such

placo. Gcorglo was very bright, so
loarr.od quloklv and pleased the

stage manager. Tho little boy was
tired bef6re tUti lessen was over, but at
last tho stage-manag- er said;

"I think yon will do." Then he
called to a largo woman who had boon
watching thorn. "Mrs. Brown, will
you soo that this youngster h9 n good
dinner with the rest of you nt five
o'clock?"

Tho woman nodded her hoad In re-

ply, and with Georgio Iwrrlod out of
the theater to on catlng-hotis- o, close
by, and the littlo boy made ddlte a com-
fortable meal, although the food was
not so nlco as that to which he had
bocn accustomed at homo. Then Mrs.
Brown took Georgio to the theater, and
told him that ho might go to, sleep In
ono of tho little rooms sho said was
hers, whllo she took a walk. The littlo
boy was qulto tired, so he thanked tho
woman and looked around to sco
where was tho bed on which ho should
sleep. Thcro was none In tho room
(which was hardly largor than agood-stzo- d

closet), so Gcorglo throw himself
on, a pilo of clothing in one corner and
was soon fast asleep. How long ho
was in dreamland ho did not know,
but he suddenly nwoko to find 'the
dressing-roo- m lighted up, and a queer
lady dressed in scarlet and blue, stand-
ing In .front of a littlo looking-glas- s,

putting something on her cheeks. As
Georgio uttered afrightened cry tho
woman turned and the boy saw "she
was Mrs. Brown.

"Now, bo quick Georgio," sho saldj
" it Is half past sovon and, you must bo
dressed."

Sho put on him a pair of very short
white breeches, .pink stockings, white
jacket and slippers, and tied over one
shoulder1 'and under tho opposlte'.arm-p- it

a large pink sash. His hair was
nicely combed, some of tho red pow
der doiioateiy ruboea on nis chocks,
and tho littlo boy stood at ono of the
wings, ready to stop out with the othor
.cupids when tho stage manager should
'motion thorn to do so.

Whllo all this was happening, Mr.
and Mrs. Howard wore very much
frightened because thoy did not know
what had bf como Of 'Georgle. After
tho pantomlno was over Mrs. Howard
sat by tho window, watching, for her
littlo boy But ho did not come, and
his mother felt sorry because ho had
disobeyed his father again. Sho did
not feel anxious about him until Mr.
Howard came homo from his office
and found that Georgio had not re-

turned. Then thoy sent' ono of thd
servants to Inquire about him at tho
houses of tho neighbors where ho
often went to play. But tea time .ar-
rived, and tho servant camo back with
no traco of him. Mr. and Mrs. How-
ard became very much frightened
then, and, after swallowing' a littlo
food, tho former hurried out in search
of his son. Ho inquired concerning
him of the policeman he mot, and
went to the station-hous- e, leaving a
description of Georgie, so that in half
an hour all the policemen in tho great,
city of Chicago knew he was lost, and
were hunting for him.

Mr. Howard continued tho search;
and at a few minutes nftor six o'clock
thought to go to the theater and ask
if any one bad seen which way his son.
went when be left the building 'in the
afternoon. The evening performance
had begun when Mr. Howard asked
the man who sold tickets In tlio box-offi- co

about his boy. The tickct-soll- er

wanted to know what ho looked, like,
and, after Mr. Howard had described
Georgle, the man said that ho was in
tho buildinir, and speaking through a
rubber tube, such as tho orchestra
leader had used in the afternoon, told
the stage manager not to lot Georgie
go on the stage, as his father bad
come for him. It was just at this
point that the littlo boy would have
appeared, but tbo stage manager Bent
a super around to toll him not to go
on the stage, so that only threo, cupids,
instead of four, acted that' 'evening.
The man who sold tickets' asked an
usher to go around back of the'scencs' '

with Mr. Howard, who in a very few
moments was in a 'horse-ca- r with
Georgie, bound for, home. Mr. and
Mrs., Howard wore so glad to sec their
littlo boy again that they did not
punish him as they should have done, i
and, as his motbor carried him up-
stairs to bed, Georgle sleepily said:

" I guess I don't want to be an
actor. I'll stay at home after this."
W.B. Arnold, in If. -- Y. Tribune.

REST AND HEALTH,

A Few Words il Advice' to Overworked
'Housekeepers and Kotkera.

The use of rest absolute restr-a- s a
health restorer is too much' neglected,
especially among those who really have
the greatest need of it, "Tired nat-

ure's sweet restorer, balmy sleep," is
indeed. a great panacea, but' it is not
the only ono. Too often' the tired
house-moth- er keeps at her treadmill .of
domestlo tasks until sjeep Js well-nig- h ,

Impossible. She lies down with every
nerve nt loose ends, irritable and de-

bilitated;' small wonder that sleep only
visits her by fits and'starta! - If an 'hour
or two before bed-tim- 'is spent ia
simply-resting- , without any attempt to' '

exert either mind or body,' she will Te
gain threo-fol- d in peaceful,- dreamless '

sleep, awaking with' new energy on th '
morrow. Of conrse, she may' leave"'
something undone there are, always',,
loose buttons and torn clothing to loc
cupy the oveulng hours," but "what are, .

these compared with tho mother's
precious health? Physicians lay much
stress on the benefit resulting from
change'.of occupation thus a' sohool- -

firl who studies four hours a day jand-- t
herself about the bouse another .

four hours, will learn. much more rap- - i

idly than one who,,atu6UM. continuously "
eight hours.,, Tbe.same.thingistrueia'
domestlo work; the womast who ha
other interests Is pretty ure to beta
brightest and most capable. She doe
not get into ono BarMrruf. wepen-en- oe

in various obritebl'ee(etie has
shown the writer that the women who
do the most work for other people, are '
always the moat notsJble housekeeper.
"As tby days',1 so stall thy strengthbe."
I am persuaded that the work' we free-
ly do for others react. oft'oW own per-
sonality giving us greater-.strepg- t Mtoi
our dafly .tMkVMlnd, Xtetf say, (that, ,
every overworked mother ,muai, rasa j
into work' she has nofstrength.for, oaly ,

that .every, busy womanhould have ,
something to tnlnkof beside hr. daily ,
work, whether it is a.newbookva low i
ergarden or clothing and i tweet antv
psfhy for the needy, ,we, oa all da
something to make this world brighter-MmmaLcig- h,

in Jhirai JTeto Yorktr.

Here i4ae trath of. eeaturie: A
I man who would, throw a bomb at th
I Ciar would throw It at George Walk
, iagtoa. CMoff Cwrtnt,
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